The Burial of a Queen

There is thy gold,   I will not break the spell,
Or thou mayst live to bury us one and all 1"

" And, if I live so long," the old man replied,
Lighting his lanthoin, "you may trust me, sirs,
Mine Inn is quiet, and I can find you beds
Where Queens might sleep all night and never

move.
Good-night, sirs, and God bless you, one and all.'*

He shouldered pick and spade.   I opened the

door.

The snow blew in, and, as he shuffled out,
There, in the strait dark passage, I could swear
I saw a spark of red upon his hand,
Like a great smouldering ruby.

I gasped.   He stopped,
He peered at me,

" Twice in a night," he said*
" Nothing," I answered, " only the lanthorn-light."
He shook his head.   " I'll tell you something more I
There's nothing, nothing now in life or death
That frightens me. Ah, things used to frighten me I
But never now!   I thought I had ten years;
But if the warning comes and says ' Thou foot,
1 /n,s night!'   Why, then, I'm ready i"

I watched him go,

With ghmmeimg lanthorn up the narrow street,
Like one that walked upon the clouds, through

snow
That seemed to mix the City with the skies.

On Christmas Eve we heard that he was dead.
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